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Falling Apart 


Author's Notes: 
The idea for this fic came to me a while ago so | finally decided to start writing it! Ill try to update it 
frequently! Hope ya guys enjoy reading it :) 


My heart beats like a drum, waiting for his arrival. [ts been four months since our last encounter. Four 
shitty, fucked up months to be exact. He left out of the blue during our still continuing world tour, leaving all 
his troubles and worries behind him as he went on an extended vacation My heart broken when my manager 
informed me on that sudden news. It left me breathless and searching for air. | asked why, the answer was not 
satisfactory. | was hurt, broken down inside, hell | thought the life had drained right out of me! But | had a 
show that same day and | knew | couldn't allow the fans to be let down more than they would already be. | 
explained to them what happened, pleading silently that they'd understand and would try to get through it in 
the best way that they could. It was hard to perform that night, every time | looked over at Phil X, | wanted 
to cry. He's good at what he does, but he ain't no Richie Sambora The chemistry, the energy, the 


relationship... it just wasn't there. And it never would be. 


| was a mess after the show; barely making it off the stage before | had my meltdown | remember throwing 


glasses, never once flinching at the shattering sound they produced as they hit the floor. | threw pillows off 
the couches, threw a flower vase, basically anything | could get my hands on. And my band mates just 
watched in silence, watched my soul rip apart through their very eyes. They didn't try to stop me, they just 
let me do as | pleased, and in that moment | didn't give a fuck | was hurt, angry, desperate, even a little 
depressed and there was nothing anyone could do that would make me change my way of thinking or feeling 


about the situation | was stuck in. 


For the first time in a long time, | felt completely lost. Yes, Jon Bon fuckin’ Jovi felt lost! | didn't like being in 
that position, lim the boss, I'm the leader, I'm the one who should be an expert at handling things the way they 
should be, not falling apart at a time when the people around me needed me the most. But the true was, | was 
the one needing the most help, and to admit that seemed to make the hole in my heart expand farther. | 
remember falling to the floor after throwing a chair, collapsing in a heap, sobbing uncontrollably. To a stranger, 


I'd be labeled as nuts. Hell, maybe | was, maybe | still am, but in that moment, | could've cared less. 


David and Tico hugged me afterwards, murmuring things like, "Calm down Jonny." or “Everything will be alright 
Jon, you'll see." | knew they were lying. They knew as well as | did that things wouldn't get better unless Richie 
came back. It was that simple. 


They drove me to the hotel that night, not trusting me to drive on my own. After my destructive meltdown, 
who could blame them? They left shortly after | had gotten in the room in one piece, claiming they were tired 
from the concert. | knew they were lying again, knew they left because they couldn't stand to see me in the 
state | was. They'd rather let me deal with it on my own and then come back later when they knew | was in 


my right mind again. It was fine by me, | preferred to be alone anyway. 


| remember drinking a lot, mainly beer since that was the only alcoholic beverage | found in the refrigerator. 
l'm not a regular alcoholic, never was. | preferred to smoke and maybe have an occasional glass of wine. But in 
that moment, glass after glass of beer seemed eligible, especially after all the shit | had to put up with on a 
daily bases. As the buzz kicked in, | suddenly felt happier. All my anger and sadness disappeared and | felt as 
though a huge weight had been lifted off of me. | didn't have a care in the world about anything, | just basked 
in the happiness and let it control every inch of sanity | had left. 


| don't remember much, just that | woke up to feathers scattered everywhere from torn pillow cases and 
turned over chairs and tables. Guess reality hit in and the happiness faded after awhile. | remember rubbing 
my face tiredly, groaning when my massive hangover slammed my temples as | tried to stand. Slumping back in 
the chair, | relived my earlier commotion; letting the emotions come spiraling through. | knew it was no healing 


process and | knew it would only make things worse, but | didn’t give a damn. 


The shows went on as normal, each one proving to be harder than the last, my sanity ebbing away with each 
passing day. I'd check my phone constantly, obsessively, hoping that one day I'd see a call or a message appear, 
one that would give me the hope and the strength that | needed to go on It was only a few days ago that | 
had finally gotten my wish. | had just gotten back from yet another exhausting performance, and was sitting on 
the sofa of the hotel room, watching TV. | heard my phone vibrate and immediately started sweating with 


nervousness. With shaking hands, | turned the phone screen on. What showed on the screen was enough to 


A Broken Heart 


way, let me know if ya wanna meet" 


| had stared at the screen numbly for what seemed like an eternity. Sweat poured down my slick body, fingers 
shook heavily. Finally after staring a hole in the screen, | mustered up the courage to answer, collecting myself 
with a somewhat shaky breath before proceeding to texting him back. After texting him the address to the 


hotel | was staying at, | had laid down on the couch, listening to my rapid heart beat until sleep over took me. 


And now he was gonna be here in a few more minutes. After all this time apart, thinking about seeing Richie 
again made me sweat even more. Could | bear it? Could | stay strong in front of him? Could | convince him 
that | wasn't wounded by his absence? Could | lie and hide from him the fact that every second he's not with 


me, the hole in my heart gets bigger, the pain less bearable, less controllable? Hell if | knew! 


Tears left my eyes, running down my cheeks in a rapid pace. Four months he left me, left everything behind. 
He didn't stop and think about how that would affect everything, didn't think twice about it. He didn't stop and 
think about the stress and extra pressure that was put on us every night to perform great for our fans who 
have been dedicated to us since the beginning. And what about me? What did he think this was gonna do to 
me? Did he think | was gonna be alright with it? Did he even care? After everything we've been through 


together you'd think he would but I'm not so sure anymore. 


Hearing a knock on the door made me jump with nervousness. If it was at all possible, l'm pretty sure my 
heart would've jumped outta my chest and ran off. Wiping my tears quickly, | got up and made my way over 
to the door. | stood in front of it for a moment, not sure if my cold and heartless composure was in tact. | 
couldn't let him see me broken down, couldn't give him that satisfactory. After everything he's put me 
through, he didn't deserve to see that side of me. With a few deep breaths, | declared ready. Heart pounding in 
my ears, hands clammy and shaky, | opened the door and faced the man that's been my one true love, one 
that has both broken and stolen my heart and one that hasn't left my mind for a second during these past 


four months. 


Richie Sambora stood just outside the door, looking a hell of a lot better than | was at the moment. His hair 
showed as glimmering fresh strands that waved out just above his shoulders, his chocolate colored eyes warm 
and inviting. He even managed to stay in pretty good shape, his arms well muscular and his torso toned. | could 
tell he was examining me too, the way his eyes kept darting from my face back to my body again. Even 


though it's only been a few months, it feels as though it's been years since our last encounter. 
"Hey Jon" 
| looked up at him then, meeting his brown eyes with my blue ones. | felt myself starting to shake again, my 


hands going clammy with my building nerves. Taking a deep breath, | returned the greeting with my own, 
simply stepping out of the way, motioning him to come inside with the swipe of my hand. He passed me and | 


could've swore | smelled cologne clinging onto him, it hung in the air around me. Damn him, he knew that 
cologne was a major turn on to me. Closing the door behind him, | led the way towards the living room, hearing 
his soft foot steps in sync with my own. 


"Sit down" | commanded, my voice coming out stronger than | thought it would. He obeyed and sat down on the 
chair across from mine, a coffee table the only thing that separated us. | sat down in perfect timing, studying 
Richie intently. He looked nervous by the way he kept fidgeting with his hands, the way he kept fighting to keep 
a steady breath. Might as well get this over with, | thought before breaking the silence. 


"Well we're here together now just as ya asked for, I'm all ears." 


His eyes shot up quickly to look at me and | could see them shadow with, as some would say, pain and sorrow. 
| haven't seen that often, never wanted to see him like that, but in this moment | didn't give a shit. 


"| don't even know where to begin" He murmured softly, breaking my gaze. 


| felt extremely annoyed by his behavior. Here he was fragile and depressed, not strong and determined like the 
Richie | once knew. He may still look good on the outside but | knew that he was slowly and painfully dying on 
the inside. A few months ago, it would've killed me to see him like this, | wouldve done everything | could to 
make him feel better again, to make him feel wanted. | didn't have the will power or the desire to do that now. 
| just leaned back against the chair, crossed my leg and impatiently strummed my fingers on the arm rest, 
waiting for him to begin 


